" Yes, I am a wrecked man, sister!"
" Nonsense! No man is wrecked with such proofs as those to correct."
Then he would raise his head, his face would un-pucker little by little, the sallow tones of his skin would disappear.
" My God, you are right!" he would say. " Those books will make me live. Besides, blind Fortune is here, isn't she? Why shouldn't she protect a Balzac as well as a ninny ? And there are always ways of wooing her. Suppose one of my millionaire friends (and I have some), or a banker, not knowing what to do with his money, should come to me and say, 'I know your immense talents, and your anxieties : you want such-and-such a sum to free yourself; accept it fearlessly : you will pay me ; your pen is worth millions !' That is all I want., my dear." *
Then the " child-man," as his sister calls him, would imagine himself a member of the Institute; then in the Chamber of Peers, pointing out and reforming abuses, and governing a highly prosperous country. Finally, he would end the interview
* "Balzac, sa Vie et ses GEuvres, d'apres la Correspondance/' by Mme L. Surville (nee de Balzac).on't console me," he would say in a faint voice, dropping into a chair; «it is useless—I am a dead man."
